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THE  GOAL  OF  LIFE 

THE  goal  of  life 
Is  life, 
More  life ; 

Through  time  and  endless  ages 
Life 

Is  the  prize 
For  which  do  strive 
All  sinners, 
Saints, 
And  sages. 
Our  homes. 
Our  goods, 
Our  treasures  too 
Seem  quite  the  thing 
In  season. 
But 

When  we  glance  inside 
At  life 

We  need  some  better  reason ; 
Some  firmer  hold, 
Some  stronger  faith, 
Some  safe  and  sure 
Foundation, 
For  all  these  things 
Will  fly  away 
From  us 

And  from  the  nation. 
But  life  that  grows 
From  day  to  day 
And  knows 
No  earthly  limit 

May  soar  above  our  mundane  strife 
To  reach 
A  higher  summit. 
Then  up  and  on 
Along  the  way. 
The  Way  of  Christ, 
Like  leaven, 

Grows  more  abundant  every  day, 
Both  now, 
And  in  His  heaven. 


SILVER  WINGS 

I  ROAR  through  the  skies  on  shining  wings 
I  soar  through  the  clouds  on  high; 
I  gaze  down  upon  all  mundane  things 
And  wonder  why  all  men  die. 

Oh,  why  may  we  not  soar  up  and  away, — 

Away  from  the  earth  so  vast; 
Oh.  why  not  fly  on  through  eternal  day 

Forgetting  the  sordid  past? 

I  follow  the  beam  as  I  glide  for  home 

In  the  knowledge  'twill  guide  me  true ; 

Though  I  see  no  signs  over  land  or  foam, 
I  trust  as  all  fliers  do. 

In  the  wider  fields  of  work  and  love 

I  soar  through  calm  and  strife ; 
Though  my  silver  wings  go  down  in  flames 

I  cling  to  the  beam  for  life. 

(Written    at    Sidney,    B.C.,    upon    catching    a    glimpse    of    a    jet    plane 
reflecting  the  sun  like  a  ball  of  fire).     April,  1948. 


LIFE  AND  DEATH 

IF  Death  were  a  hurdle  that  money  could  leap 
The  Rich  would  wake,  but  the  poor  would  sleep. 
The  Wealthy  would  cling  to  the  husk  of  this  life 

And  never  know  aught  but  its  worry  and  strife. 
They  never  would  thrill  to  a  Resurrection, 

Knowing  only  this  earth  that  they  were  born  on. 

But  poor  men  would  have  no   alternative   plan, 

Whether  sinners  or  saints,  they  would  go  to  a  man. 

Each  one  would  be  taken  and  carried  away 

To  learn  of  his  fate  on  the  great  judgment  day. 

Because  they'd  no  money,  the  righteous  would  go 

To  share  a  new  life  where  there'd  be  no  more  woe. 

In  the  wisdom  of  God  Life's  not  sold  for  a  price, 
Nor  the  future  all  set  by  the  stars,  nor  the  dice ! 

So  the  Rich  and  the  Poor,  the  Sinner  and  Saint 

Must  face  Death  and  Life  without  any  paint! 

They  must  leave  this  abode,  this  temple  of  clay. 
And  for  better  or  worse  face  Eternity's  day. 

Then  those  who  are  rich  in  the  real  things  of  life 

Will  be  given  a  welcome  and  freed  from  all  strife; 

Then  those  who  have  money  and  money  alone 
Will  find  it  as  valueless  There  as  a  stone. 

And  poverty  There  will  be  no  disgrace 

When  they  look  upon  God  and  share  in  His  Grace. 


EGGS 

A  little  black  hen 
Laid  a  little  white  egg, 

As  she  sat  in  a  nest  filled  with  hay ; 
Then  she  cackled  and  crew 
As  you  know  they  all  do 

While  she   proudly  proclaimed   it  that   day. 

'Twas  only  an  egg, 
And  not  very  big, 

Yet  it  proved  to  be  magic  and  more ; 
It  fell  from  the  nest, 

Where  she  laid  it  to  rest, 

And  broke  all  apart  on  the  floor. 

Though  a  mere  hen  had  made 
And  likewise  had  laid, 

Yet  it  quite  defied  experts  to  fix; 
Although  science  decreed. 
It  be  done  with  all  speed, 

There  was  no  one  could  manage  such  tricks. 

The  egg  that  was  broke 
Was  really  no  joke, 

As  it  points  a  great  moral  and  truth ; 
For  try  as  we  miay 

We  can't  make  a  day. 

Nor  remake,  nor  recapture  our  Youth, 


IT'S  FUN  TO  FISH 

Oit's  fun  to  sit  on  the  river  bank 
And  fish  on  a  summer's  day 
While  the  sun  strikes  down  on  the  sultry  town 
And  the  farmers  are  making  hay. 

The  cool  breeze  blows  from  the  ocean 
To  clear  the  air  and  the  mind, 
While  I  watch  the  boys  on  the  sand  bar 
Digging  for  what  they  can  find. 

The  small  boats  chug  up  the  river, 
And  the  barges  move  slowly  along; 
The  freighters  and  liners  move  forward 
Though  the  tides  and  the  currents  are  strong. 

Though  the  fish  are  wise  in  their  feeding 
And  they  pass  my  hook  with  disdain, — 
'Tis  fun  to  sit  by  the  river 
And  relinquish  all  worry  and  strain. 

O  come  let  us  sit  by  the  river 
The  River  of  Life  that's  so  broad; 
There  let  us  forget  all  our  troubles 
As  we  fish  in  the  River  of  God. 


THE  GOOD  SHIP  DEATH 

WHEN  Noah  was  an  oldish  man  \ 

He  turned  to  God  one  day,  | 

And  said:  "I'll  build  for  Thee  a  ship  O  Lord,  j 
And  start  it  right  away." 

He  built  the  ark  and  caulked  her  tight,  I 

He  took  his  sons  on  board;  i 

And  then  he  opened  wide  the  doors  | 
For  all  who  loved  the  Lord. 

The  rains  came  down  to  flood  the  town, 
And  swept  away  the  rest;  j 

The  good  ship  rode  the  surging  tide,  > 

And  saved  her  cargo  blest.  | 

When  flooded  earth  once  more  was  dry 
And  doors  were  op'ed  again. 
The  strangest  cargo  ever  seen 
Came  off  with  Noah's  men. 

The  ark  had  borne  both  man  and  beast, 
Like  babes  wrapped  in  the  womb; 
A  ship  of  LIFE  the  old  Ark  rode 
And  saved  them  from  the  tomb. 

Like  Noah's  Ark  the  Good  Ship  Death  ' 
Has  portals  large  and  wide ; 

It  rides  the  flood  where  all  must  pass,  , 

And  carries  all  who've  died.  ; 

To  those  who  on  the  shore  abide  ; 
And  mourn  departing  friends, 

There  seems  no  way  to  know  the  place  i 

Where  their  dark  journey  ends.  ' 

The  flood  uncharted  all  and  wide, —  j 

A   current   running   strong;  ; 

Bears  all  away,  and  none  returns 
To  join  in  festive  song. 

But  like  the  ships  that  sail  the  sea 

Whose  masts  dip  o'er  the  rim, 

Whose  way  is  open  all  before 

And   all   behind   is   dim, —  I 

Each  pilot  wisely  charts  his  course, 

And  safely  sails  away, 

Through  fog  and  snow,  and  cold  and  storm. 

He  sails  both  night  and  day. 

At  last  he  docks  in  haven  fair, — 

The  port  for  which  he  sailed. 

Though  friends  at  home  could  never  know 

If  he  arrived  or  failed. 


'Tis  thus  the  Good  Ship  Death  plies  on 
Transporting  year  by  year 
The  friends  and  neighbors  we  have  known 
And  all  who  loved  us  here. 

It  bears  them  all  away  from  us, — 
At  least  from  earthly  view, 
But  we  have  hope  and  trust  that  they 
Have  entered  life  anew. 

Thus  Death  its  endless  ferry  runs, 
And  takes  its  one-way  fare; 
It  carries  all  away  from  earth 
To  live  in  glory  there. 

Now  blest  is  he  who  at  that  time 
Does  in  his  Lord  abide, 
Who  enters  Life  by  Death's  dark  ship. 
With  Jesus  at  his  side. 


DEAN  PARK  AT  SUNSET 

SUNSET  glow  o'er  the   mountains; 
The  darkness  of  death  at  their  base; 
Young  folk  gazing  in  rapture, — 

With  a  dreamy  look  into  space. 

Woods  all  silent  and  stately; 

Precipitous  wall  at  their  feet; 
Lichens,  mosses  and  flowers, 

Granitic  rock  for  a  seat. 

A  lone  star  piercing  the  twilight; 

The  sea  so  calm  and  clean, — 
Reflecting  the  astral  beauty 

To  dreamers  on  old  "John  Dean." 

The  day  that  blazed  in  glory 

Has  melted  in  silence  now; 
The  darkness  of  night  arising 

Embraces  the   mountain's   brow. 

Oh,  this  hour  has  gone  so  quickly, — 

Like  the  throb  of  a   beating  heart; 

Thus  life  is  forever  fading 

And  we,  like  the  sun,  depart. 

Let  us  pause  'midst  the  rush  and  tumult 
And  consider  the  scenes  below: 

Let  us  glean  new  values  for  living 
From  the  gold  in  the  afterglow. 

NOTE : — Written  at  midnight  following  a  trip  to  John  Dean  Park,  with 
a  group  of  young  people,  Saanichton,  B.C.,  1947. — E.S.F. 


LIFE'S  AIM 

OUR  aim  in  life  should  be  to  grow, 
Becoming  thus  each  day 
More  stalwart,   loyal,   true  and  strong 
Throughout  life's  endless  way. 

Our  physical  development 

A  brief  score  years  may  span, 

But  soul  and  spirit  aren't  confined 
To  size,  nor  years  of  man. 

Like  school  boys  we  all  enter  life 
That  we  may  learn  to  grow; 

The  more  of  knowledge  that  we  gain 
The  more  we  seek  to  know. 

But  facts,  as  such,  are  useless  things 

Unless  they  give  us  cause 
To  seek  the  whence,  the  how,  the  why 

Of  all  of  Nature's  laws. 

Compare  to  seeds  of  giant  trees; 

They're  dry,  and  hard,  and  small; 
But  placed  within  their  native  sod 

They  grow  and  grow  so  tall, — 

Till  ruthless  hands  cut  off  their  life 
And  check  the  upward  thrust; 

So  man  is  drawn  forever  up 
If  he  but  work  and  trust. 

Life  flows  along  in  much  the  way 
That  flows  a  swirling  stream ; 

Tempestuous  floods  may  change  its  course, 
Work  havoc  or  a  dream. 

This  narrow  span  is  but  a  phase 

The  Soul's  great  proving  place; 

We  journey  on,  forever  on 

Through  endless  time  and  space. 

We  may  not  see  the  distant  shore. 
Nor  guess  which  way  the  land ; 

But  day  by  day  we're  guided  there 
By  God's  almighty  hand. 

Thus  on  and  on,  forever  on 

We'll  foot  the  Upward  Way; 

As  Sons  of  God  we'll  come  to  know 
The  light  of  perfect  day. 

NOTE: — It  has  taken  me  twenty  years  to  write  these  verses. — E.S.F. 


SEEING  STARS 

DO  you  ever  gaze  on  the  stars  at  night 
As  they  blaze  like  a  myriad  gems? 
When  they  dance  in  their  sockets  of  bottomless  jet 
Or  they  float  like  lilies  on  stems? 
Have  you  watched  them  glow  like  hanging  lamps, 
Or  flash  like  diamonds  bright? 
Have  you  dared  to  think  what  the  Wisemen  thought 
As  they  followed  their  lone  star's  light? 
Have  you  ventured  to  hitch  your  faith  to  a  guide 
That  sparkled  and  beckoned  and  shone? 
Then  you  know  the  romance,  the  lure,  the  suspense 
That  led  them  forever  on. 

O  the  starry  nights  are  alive  with  lights 

Which  shine  for  us  now  as  then; 

They  point  the  way,  though  the  skies  be  gray 

And  the  world  is  a  puzzle  to  men. 

There  is  promise,  there's  cheer 

That  abides  through  the  year 

As  we  think  of  the  stars  in  their  course ; 

For  the  One  who  controls  through  eons  of  time 

Is  superior  to  robot  and  horse. 

So  let  us  look  up  with  courage  and  faith 
And  do  as  those  Wisemen  of  old ; 
Let  us  hitch  to  the  Star  which  never  can  fail 
As  we  seek  greater  treasure  than  gold. 

THE  RATION  BOOK  OF  GOD 

THE  Calendar  is  full  of  days 
That  stand  for  rationed  life; 
Each  one  to  use  when  it  comes  due 
In  work  or  play  or  strife. 

There  are  no  special  cases  here 
No  categories  rare ; 
But  all  must  take  the  full  amount 
And  use,  or  leave  it  bare. 

For  in  this  Ration  Book  of  God 
There's  neither  rich  nor  poor; 
Nor  sinner,  saint,  nor  out-caste  man. 
Nor  cheerful  faced  nor  dour. 

But  to  each  one  the  ration  stands 
Today,  today,  today; 
Today  is  all  that  we  may  have 
To  use  or  throw  away. 

Now  let  us  each  and  all  resolve 

To  use  God's  ration  well; 

And  make  each  moment,  day  and  year, 

Its  own  fine  story  tell. 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  WAYS  OF  GOD 

WHEN  I  was  a  lad  I  prayed  for  gold, 
Real  gold  in  my  pocket  no  less! 
For  I  had  been  told  of  His  wondrous  might, — 
That  He  simply  was  waiting  to  bless! 

Hence  I  prayed  for  a  coin  ...  of  breath-taking  size, 

A  whole  five-dollar  piece! 
I  hung  my  pants  by  the  head  of  my  bed 

Then  slept  the  deep  sleep  of  peace. 

When  morning  arrived  I  eagerly  sought 
And  went  through  my  pockets  thrice; 

But  there  was  no  gold,  not  even  a  dime, 
Which  struck  me  as  not  very  nice! 

But  I  thought  that  persistence  was  needed  herein. 
So  I  prayed  once  more  for  that  gold ; 

But  similar  search  yielded  similar  fruit: 
Alas  for  my  praying  so  bold! 

The  years  went  fleeting  like  summer  clouds, — 
Some  longer,  some  darker,  some  bright; 

I  worked  and  laboured  for  man  and  God 
And  said  my  prayers  at  night. 

In  Student  days  my  youthful  prayer 

Bore  fruit  in  the  strangest  ways; 
Some  old-time  friends  were  used  by  God 

To  aid  through  the  leanest  days. 

The  golden  coin,  I  once  had  sought, 

Was  well-nigh  all  forgot. 
But  through  the  kindly  aid  received 

I  paid  the  total  shot. 

A  Preacher  now%  I  sought  to  go 

And  take  Post-Grad   degrees; 
My  congregation  shared   my  thought 

And  helped  me  pay  the  fees. 

More  years  went  by  in  busy  toil 

But  then  the  sickness  came; 
The  home  no  longer  laughed  and  sang; 

No  health,  no  wealth,  no  fame! 

But  when  the   darkest  days  prevailed 

God  honoured  well  his  plan; 
The  coins  in  Youth  I  did  not  need 

He  gave  me  as  a  man. 

Again  in  recent  days  I  owe 

Much  more  than  I  can  tell; 
For  He  has  given  a  hundredfold 

To  make  one  mother  well. 


So  here's  a  word  of  thankful  praise 

To  God  who's  ever  true : 
And  here's  a  word  of  gratitude 

To  all  who  serve  Him  too. 

P'or  God  has  found  the  willing  hands 

Responsive  to  His  will, 
And  he  has  opened  wide  the  hearts 

Who  pay  the  doctor's  bill! 

In  marvelous  ways  our  God  doth  move 

To  work  His  wondrous  deeds; 
He  hears  our  prayers  and  answers  them 

Through  those  who  know  our  needs. 

JUST  AWAY 

THOUGH  eyes  are  closed 
And  heart  is  stilled; 
Though  casket's  sealed, 

And  grave  is  filled; 
The  one  we  loved 

Still  lives  today. 
He  is  not  dead. 

He's  just  away. 

When  loved  ones  travel 

Far  from  home 
We  bid  God  speed 

O'er  land  and  foam; 
Though   reason   fail 

And  sight  be  dim, 
Our  hearts  and  thoughts 

Still  go  with  him. 

When  magic  ship 

That  we  call  death 
Whisks  one  away 

With  sudden  breath 
Our  hearts  and  thoughts 

Still  follow  on 
And  soon  we'll  go 

Where  he  has  gone. 

The  time,  the  place. 

We'll  never  know; 
We  leave  all  that 

For  God  to  show. 
'Till  then  take  heart 

And  greet  each  day; 
He  is  not  dead. 

He's  just  away. 

NOTE — After  composing  these  lines,  I  discovered  that  I  had  borrowed 
a  phrase  from  another  writer.     But  the  treatment  is  my  own. — E.S.F 


AERO-ANTICS 

HAVE  you  ever  sat  on  the  steamship's  deck 
And  watched  the  white  gulls  fly? 
They  do  every  trick  an  airman  could  wish, 
And  plenty  no  pilot  would  try! 

They  swoop  and  slither  and  soar  along; 

They  wig  wag  their  heads  and  tails; 
They  float  as  calmly  as  balls  of  fluff 

And  they  glide,  as  a  trim  boat  sails. 

I've  been  to  the  circus  in  Madison  Square; 

There  the  weirdest  of  antics  are  done; 
Though  performers  may  risk  their  lives  every  turn, 

They  cannot  match  these  Terns  for  fun. 

There  is  endless  charm  and  variety  here 

As  the  gulls  go  sailing  by; 
I  marvel  and  wonder  how  they  live, — 

And  where  they  go  when  they  die! 

Romance;   suspense;   amazement  too 

Beset  my  mind  today; 
And   I  marvel  how  God   does  care  for  the   Gulls, 

And  for  men  v/ho  follow  His  Way. 


IT'S  FUN  TO  TINKER 

IT'S  fun  to  tinker,  and  whittle  and  patch. 
It's  fun  to  make  things  do ; 
When  it  looks  as  though  they'd  served  their  day, 
And  many  would  say  they  were  through. 

To  take  a  chair  that  is  tired  and  weak, 
And  give  it  a  new  back  bone, 
Is  something  worth  while,  so  it  seems  to  me, 
And  life  takes  on  a  new  tone. 

When  a  young  lad  appeals  for  a  helping  hand 
And  you  fix  his  bike  or  his  sled. 
He'll  remember  that  longer  by  far  I  think 
Than  many  a  thing  you  have  said. 

When  mother  gets  hot  and  bothered  by  things 
That  get  all  tv/isted  and  broke; 
I  tinker  and  patch  and  fix  them  up 
Till  she  wonders  why  she  spoke! 

There  are  expert  mechanics,  and  engineers  too. 
There  are  geniuses  running  at  large; 
But  I  wonder  just  how  this  world  would  go  round 
Without  Tinkers  who  work  without  charge! 


LIFE  !S  ALL  WE  HAVE 

IN  all  the  world  we  have  but  Life, 
'Tis  all  we'll  ever  own; 
So  why  not  pause  amidst  the  rush 
To  live  ere  time  has  flown. 

Like  sv/arming  ants  we  daily  strive 

To  fetch,  to  build,  to  serve; 
But  all  too  late  become  aware 

Of  strain  on  heart  and  nerve. 

We   spend   ourselves  on  futile  things; 

Our  years  go  fleeting  by; 
And  all  too  soon  Death  winks  at  us 

And  whisks  us  off  to  die. 

Our  goods  and  treasures  slip  away; 

We  go  with  empty  hands; 
This  earthly  span  of  life  is  done 

We  stand  where  Judgment  stands. 

O  how  we'll  wonder  whither  Time, 

And  whither  Toil  has  gone: 
O  how  we'll  long  for  space  to  do 

The  things  we  should  have  done. 

But  life  bereft  of  mortal  cloke, 

Of  mundane  goods  profuse. 
Must  face  the  Judgment  nude  and  bare 

Of  all  things  which  we  use. 

The  crucial  question  will  not  be 

"Success"?,  nor  "Wealth"?  nor  "Powers"? 
But  "What  of  Life"?   The  only  thing 

Not  lent,  but  truly  ours. 

A  living  we  must  truly  earn ; 

Some  money  get  and  give ; 
But  woe  betide  when  we  forget 

Our  business  is  "To  Live"! 

Yes,  Life,  more  life  is  what  we  seek, — 

More  life  in  every  way. 
All  other  things  in  this  old  world 

Will  vanish  as  the  day. 

But  life  that  grows  and  supercedes 

Terrestrial  stress  and  strain 
Will  far  outlast  the  mountains  grand : 

This  goal  we  would  attain. 

In  all  the  world  we  have  but  LIFE, 

But  Life  is  all  we  need ; 
So  let  us  learn  to  love  and  live 

'Midst  whirling  worlds  of  speed. 


A  MEDITATION  ...  ON  BOARD  SHIP 

I  watched  the  smoke  from  the  funnel  pour 
As  our  ship  plouj^hed  the  ocean  vast, 
And  I  wondered  where  it  all  would  go, 
And  where  it  would  lie  at  last. 

Then  I  thought  on  the  magic  that  man  has  wrought 
How  he  drew  the  oil  from  the  ground 
And  how  the  great  motors  were  built  to  convert 
That  oil  into  motion  and  sound. 

I  thought  of  the  myriads  of  men  who  had  lived 
And  roamed  o'er  this  planet  so  long, 
Yet  never  had  dreamed  of  the  power  at  hand 
Nor  the  manner  in  which  we  move  along. 

By  the  same  sign  and  token  v/e  now  cannot  tell 
What  the  future  may  show  and  reveal; 
For  men  are  but  learning  to  open  their  eyes 
To  envision  what  they  dimly  feel. 

As  our  grandparents  thought  of  so  few  of  the  things 
That  we  take  for  granted  today 
I  dare  to  believe  that  our  grandsons  may  do 
Vastly  more  than  we  now  think  or  say. 

In  social  and  ethical  things  we  have   lagged 
And  progress  has  failed  to  keep  pace 
With  the  rapid  increase  in  mechanical  means 
And  the  speed  that  we  travel  through  space. 

But  the  time  has  now  come  to  see  and  perceive 
That  without  a  true  balance  we're  lost; 
For  engines  and  robots,  and  flying  boats  too 
All  in  turn  into  Limbo  are  tossed. 

So  here's  to  the  men  progressive  and  keen. 
And  here's  to  the  men  of  good  will. 
And  here's  to  the  men  who  are  sturdy  and  strong 
And  to  them  of  the  mine  and  the  mill. 

This  world  needs  them  all  for  balance  and  poise, 
It  also  needs  them  to  progress. 

Though  each  disappears  like  the  smoke  in  the  void, — 
Which  first  caused  my  mind  to  digress. 


FISHING 

Oit's  fun  to  lie  on  the  River's  bank, — 
Just  across  the  stream  from  the  town 
And  watch  the  shipping  come  steaming  up, 
While  the  fishermen's  boats  drift  down. 

It's  fun  to  hear  the  throb  of  the  heart 
And  feel  the  pulse  of  the  life 
Of  the  busy  city  across  the  way 
While  thus  removed  from  its  strife. 

But  a  Roaring  Plane  soars  over  head 
Blotting  out  all  other  sound; 
It  seems  to  make  more  noise  for  its  size 
Than  everything  else   around. 

There  are  sawmills  and  planers  and  canneries  too 
Each  one  with  its  whistle  or  call ; 
There  are  factories  and  shops  and  homes  by  the  score 
And  buildings  both  humble  and  tall. 

As  I  sit  here  and  fish  on  the  bank  of  the  stream 
I  watch  the  traffic  roll ; 
One  part  rides  free  on  the  River's  breast. 
While  that  o'er  the  Bridge  pays  toll. 

O  it's  great  to  stand  by  the  River  of  Life 
And  fish  for  the  hungry  Soul ; 
We  there  see  Craft  of  every  sort 
And  guage  the  Traffic's  toll. 

For  each  and  all  must  pass  this  way, 

And  happy  indeed  is  he 

Who  finds  a  full  Tide  and  a  Welcome  in  Port 

As  his  craft  sails  home  from  the  sea. 


NOTE: — Written  while  fishing  with  Dad   on  the   banks  of  the  F'rasev 
near  New  Westminster,  B.C. — E.S.F. 


APROPOS  PSALM  TWENTY-THREE 

IF  I  were  to  write,  as  King  David  one  wrote, 
I  would  write  not  of  shepherds,  nor  of  a  sheep  cote, 
I  would  write  of  the  stress  of  industrial  life 

And  tell  of  its  strain,  its  worry  and  strife. 
I  would  tell  of  the  need  in  our  world  of  today 

Of  a  practical  faith  that  will  hold  all  the  way. 

The  terms  I  would  use  should  be  those  of  the  mart 

Which  are  mundane  and  plain 
But  go  straight  to  the  heart. 
I  would  sing  then  of  God,  my  employer,  my  friend. 

For  whom  I  would  work  from  beginning  to  end. 
In  Him  full  reliance  and  trust  I  would  place 

With  never  a  thought  of  discharge  or  disgrace. 

My  job  is  secure,  my  needs  are  supplied, 

There  is  nothing  in  fact  He  does  not  provide. 

In  the  ways  of  goodwill  and  credit  and  peace 

I  am  sure  He  will  lead  until  time  it  shall  cease. 

For  Him  I  would  work  and  advertise  too 

Nor  fear  unemployment  with  nothing  to  do.  I 

My  confident  trust  in  Him  would  repose  ' 

Through  sickness  and  pain  and  when  the  wind  blows. 

Though  enemies  cluster  and  circle  about 

His  providence  holds  and  of  that  there's  no  doubt. 

In  childhood  or  manhood,  in  age  or  in  youth. 

His  promises  stand.  His  word  is  the  truth.  ,    ] 

So  I'm  firmly  convinced  this  employer  of  mine 

Is  the  one  I  should  work  for  in  rain  or  sunshine. 

His  firm  stands  eternal,  more  solid  than  rock. 

There  my  treasure  is  safe  .  .  ,  without  any  lock. 

To  Him  I'll  entrust  both  my  life  and  my  soul, 
For  no  one  can  steal  God's  eternal  payroll. 


The  above  lines,  written  of  a  hig:hly  industralized  type  of  life  of 
today,  are  simply  a  re-phrasing  of  every  thought  in  the  wonderful 
Twenty-Third    Psalm,   written    3.000    yeais   ago. — E.S.F. 


BILLY'S  AUTOGRAPH 
Dear  Bill : 

THOUGH  you  keep  this  book  for  a  very  long  time 
And  add  many  friends  every  year, 
You'll  never  find  one  vi^ho  wishes  you  more 
Of  happiness,  health  and  good  cheer, 

I've  watched  you  grow  up  from  a  very  wee  tad, 
I've  admired  your  dimple  and  smile ; 

I  have  tried  to  direct  your  youthful  steps 

And  to  warn  you  of  things  that  beguile. 

You  will  learn  many  things,  as  you  journey  through  life 
And  doubtless  much  wisdom  you'll  gain ; 

When  perplexing  things  come,  and  the  way  is  not  clear, 
Then  I  hope  you'll  be  balanced  and  sane. 

All  quacks  you'll  avoid,  as  ruts  in  the  road. 

All  doctrinaire  persons  you'll  shun ; 
You'll  give  a  wide  berth  to  dogmatic  folk 

And  beware  of  all  bigots,  my  son. 

Though  meteors  flash,  and  comets  return 

And  earthquakes  and  floods  may  appear. 

You  must  steer  by  the  stars  that  are  faithful  and  sure. 
Thus  you'll  journey  from  year  unto  year. 

Some  knowledge  you'll  need,  and  convictions  also. 
Great  courage  and  faith  that  will  dare ; 

For  the  world,  you  must  know,  is  eternally  new. 
But  the  present  and  past  lead  you  there. 

So  fill  up  your  pack  with  courage  and  faith. 

And  take  a  full  stock  of  goodwill; 
Put  in  a  big  smile,  and  a  helping  hand. 

Thus  you'll  breast  the  world's  greatest  hill. 

Dad. 


OUR  DOG  BINGO 

HE  died   last  night; 
Though  two  days  ago 
He  was  cheerfully  keen, 
And  played  in  the  snow. 
No  pains  were  apparent, 
No  disease  or  decay; 
A  more  healthy  old  dog 
You  don't  see  every  day. 

But  a  sudden  malaise, 

Made  him  helpless  and  weak, 

While  we  sought  for  a  cure. 

As  fond  parents  seek. 

He  breathed  out  his  life 

As  midnight  approached, 

And  we  mourned  for  our  dog — 

While  ourselves  we  reproached. 

We  remembered  how  kind, 
How  loyal  was  he; 
How  cheerfully  too 
He  obeyed  Bill  and  me. 
When  visitors  came 
He  would  greet  them  and  smile ; 
No  growling  ...  no  barking  .  .  . 
That  wasn't  his  style. 

The  butcher,  the  baker. 
And  milkman  all  found 
A  boisterous  welcome 
But  without  any  sound. 
His  face  bespoke  cheer. 
Though  he  was  a  dumb  brute; 
His  high  arching  tail 
Always  waved  a  salute. 

He  would  lie  on  the  porch 
For  hours  on  end. 
Asking  only  a  word 
From  neighbour  and  friend. 
When  e'er  we  came  near 
His  bed  by  the  door 
His  tail  tapped  a  code 
Right  there  on  the  floor. 

It  varied  in  length 

In  volume,  in  tone. 

But  he  thumped  and  he  thumped 

Til  we  left  him  alone. 

He  loved  most  of  all 

To  talk  and  converse 

Not  merely  with  words. 

But   with  actions,   of  course! 


He  wriggled  and  snuggled. 
He  gurgled  and  smiled ; 
He  waved  his  great  brush 
Like  a  flag-waving  child. 
His  courage  was  great 
And  he  knew  nought  of  fear; 
He  kept  faithful  guard 
At  my  door  through  the  year. 

To  go  in  the  car 

He  never  did  seek, 

But  was  always  on  hand 

For  a  romp  by  the  creek. 

But  now  he  is  gone, — 

His  place  is  left  bare; 

I'm  afraid  he'll  ne'er  know 

How  much  we  all  care. 

There  is  heartbreak  and  gloom 
Of  various  kinds, 
But  none  is  more  keen 
Than  our  present  loss  finds. 
Farewell  to   you   Bingo! 
Thou  Friend  staunch  and  true, 
One  is  wealthy  indeed 
With  a  Comrade  like  you. 


SUNSET  IN  THE  PACIFIC 

THE  sun  which  smiled  so  gaily 
Has  plunged  in  silence  down; 
It  caused  neither  wave  nor  ripple 
As  it  sank  in  the  sea,  to  drown ! 

But  it  passed  in  a  blaze  of  glory 

Whilst  fusing  the  sea  and  sky, 
It  lighted  ten  million  candles 

That  we  might  watch  it  die. 
These  one  by  one  are  extinguished 

As  their  flaming  source  is  immersed; 
Yet  it  all  takes  place  so  neatly 

Like  an  act  that  is  well  rehearsed. 

Now  the  glowing  glare  has  faded 

To  a  thousand  pastel  hues. 
Thus  forming  a  bridal  garment 

Which  none  but  angels  use. 

The  sea  and  sky  are  wedded. 

For  God  has  willed  it  so; 
Their  red  lips  blend  at  twilight. 

As  they   kiss  in  the  afterglow. 


THE  HILLS  OF  HOME 

0  Hills  of  Home,  how  clear  you  rise 
Before  my  mem'ries'  vivid  eyes, 
Though  long,  long  years,  and  weary  miles 
Seek  to  eface  your  sunny  smiles. 
I've  often  longed  to  see  once  more 
The  Hills  that  stood  by  father's  door; 
To  view  from  them  the  valley  fair 
That  waits  and  beckons  me  back  there. 

My  school  mates  now  are  scattered  far, 
I  cannot  follow  where  they  are ; 
My  Home  is  gone,  my  friends  also 
But  you  remain.  Dear  Hills,  I  know. 

O  Hills  of  Home,  Dear  Hills  of  Home, 
You  summon  me,  where  e'er  I  roam ; 
Through  sun  and  shade,  o'er  land  and  foam, 
I'll  come  to  you.  Dear  Kills  of  Home. 

(Written  in  fond  recollection  of  the  Okanagan 
Hills,  at  Kelowna,  B.C.) 


THE  WOODLAND 

I  love  to  drive  through  the  woodland  | 

When  the  sun  is  warm  and  bright;  ' 
I  love  to  walk  in  the  v/oodland 

In  the  morning,  noon,  or  night.  i 

There  is  something  about  the  patchwork, 

The  varying  light  and  shade,  | 

That  constantly  draws  me  thither,  1 

'Tis  a  joy  that  will  not  fade. 

So  I'm  glad  to  leave  the  highways,  j 

Apart  from  the  seething  crowd, 

And  I  gladly  seek  the  bywaj^s 

Through  the  woodlands  still  unploughed.  ! 

O  come  with  me  to  the  woodland  j 

Where  the  air  is  fresh  and  keen ;  , 

There  let  us  admire  the  beauty  | 

Of  the  ever-changing  scene.  ' 

O  would  that  we  might  capture 

Serenity,   calmness,   peace,  I 

Thus  carry  the  woodland  magic  : 

Till  life  itself  shall  cease. 

NOTE: — These  lines  were  written  while  sitting  in  the  car  in  front  of 

the  Parliament  Buildings,  May  24,  1947,  after  a  drive  through      I 
beautiful   Saanich.— E.S.F.  I 


A  PENCIL 

A  pencil  is  a  marvel 
Though  made  of  lead  and  wood ; 
Or  perhaps  it  is  of  metal, 

Or  plastic,  tough  and  good. 
The  form  and  size  are  not  the  things 

That  fill  me  with  surprise, 
But  the  slender  trail  it  traces 
Is  the  marvel  to  my  eyes. 

Inanimate  and  helpless 

It  lies  so  still  and  cold; 
But  given  a  hand  to  guide 

It  tells  things  new  and  old. 
The  hand  itself  is  speechless 

And  knows  not  anything; 
It  simply  holds,  while  eyes  direct 

The  movement  of  the  thing. 

Some  magic  power  must  lie  herein 

For  w^ords  come   pouring  out; 
They  may  be  cheerful,  gay  and  bright. 

Or  gloomy,  filled  with  doubt. 
The  pencil  skates  across  the  page 

Like  schoolboys  o'er  the  ice, 
Some  strokes  are  firm,  and  sure  and  clean. 

Whilst  some  are  not  so  nice. 

As  skate  marks  tell  a  vivid  tale. 

So  pencils  do  the  same; 
It  all  depends  who  drives  them  on 

To  infamy  or  fame. 
The  magic  action  of  the  mind 

Which  moves  through  nerve  and  bone 
Finds  full  expression  through  the  point 

That  writes  on  page  or  stone. 

A  pencil  is  a  simple  thing; 

In  structure  very  plain, 
But  in  its  trail  we  read  and  learn 

Of  great  things  to  attain. 
We  see  how  human  minds  may  soar, 

How  low  they  may  descend; 
The  pencil  is  a  stairway  grand, 

By  which  men  may  ascend. 

This  miracle  let  him  explain 

Whose  trust  in   is   machines, 
But  I  perceive  the  hand  of  God 

At  work  behind  the  scenes. 

NOTE: — You    may    punch    a    clock,    pound    a    typewriter,    and    cut    a 
stencil,  but  a  pencil  must  always  be  lead! 


THAT  NASTY  SLUG 

I  went  to  my  garden  of  Roses 
While  the  dew  lay  thick  on  the  lawn, 
And  I  sought  for  the  best  and  the  finest 
Of  buds  that  were  bursting  at  dawn. 

I  found  one,  resplendent  with  colour, 
Its  petals  were  velvet  and  red, 
So  I  reached  eager  hands  forth  to  cut  it, 
But  alas,  the  poor  thing  was  dead! 

A  Slug  had  come  in  the  darkness 
And  nipped  the  rose  in  the  bud. 
So  it  never  could  come  to  perfection, 
'Twas  deprived  of  all  the  life-blood. 

I  threw  that  rose  to  the  pathway, 
As  I  bitterly  blamed  that  mean  bug. 
But  then  I  caught  sight  of  a  marvel 
In  the  silvery  trail  of  that  Slug. 

There  it  lay,  like  a  ribbon  of  silver. 

All  agleam  in  the  light  of  the  day, 

And  I  followed  his  trail  through  the  garden 

Till  at  last  I  found  where  he  lay. 

I  lifted  my  heel  to  seek  vengeance, 
But  a  voice  seemed  to  speak  from  within, 
And  at  once  I  remembered  the  "silver" 
With  which  he  had  paid  for  his  sin. 

Then  I  thought  how  true  to  experience 
This  little  slug  proved  to  be; 
For  though  heart-break  and  sorrow  afflict  us, 
There  is  "silver"  for  all  who  can  see. 

A  PENSIONER'S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS  FLOCK 

ODear  Little  "Chookies" 
We've  been  such  good  pals. 
But  now  I  am  going  away; 
No  longer  I'll  bring  your  water  and  mash, 
Nor  sprinkle  your  wheat  in  the  hay. 

They  tell  me  I'm  through. 

All  finished,  and  done; 

That  I'm  simply  no  good  any  more; 

But  I  wonder  just  what  will  happen  to  you 

And  who'll  order  your  feed  at  the  store. 

For  years  you  have  given 

Your  cheerful  salute 

Each  morn  as  I  came  to  your  pen. 

But  now  someone  else  will  open  your  door, — 

Who'll  not  talk, — as  I  talked  to  you  then. 


I  wonder  if  he  will  take  pride 

In  your  looks, 

And  carefully  "put  you  to  bed"? 

Or  whether  he'll  merely  fatten  you  up 

With  a  view  to  taking  your  head. 

But  that  is  the  way 

Of  this  busy  old  world 

Where  each  lives  his  own  little  day; 

It  has  little  time  or  space  for  us  when 

We  neither  can  work  nor  can  "lay." 

So  I'm  saying  Farewell 

To  you  now,  My  Old  Friends, 

And  Fm  wishing  you  health  and  good  feed! 

And  I'm  hoping  that  you  may  find  a  new  home 

Which  will  satisfy  every  need. 


BON  VOYAGE 

0  FRAGILE  Bark,  I  set  you  free 
To  sail  the  world  around ; 
You  may  be  beached,  you  may  be  sunk. 
Perchance  you'll  run  aground. 

As  spoken  words  cannot  be  caught 
Nor  brought  again  to  source. 

So  thou  art  free  to  drift  or  fly 

With  none  to  chart  thy  course. 

Perhaps  you'll  limp  to  distant  ports. 
Where  you   may   help   some   man 

To  find  his  way  in  the  misty  seas, — 
His  spark  of  life  may  fan. 

Whither  you  go,  what  ever  you  do. 
How  ever  the  winds  may  blow, 

If  someone  says  "Thank  God  for  you," 
That's  all  I  want  to  know. 

So  here's  to  a  trip  on  the  Tides  of  Time, 
And  here's  to  a  long  long  sail! 

I  cut  the  painter  and  set  you  free: 
God  grant  that  you  do  not  fail. 
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